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and more to this effect, designed of course not to blacken
Sochi's character, but to portray him in just such a light as
would interest an inexperienced girl. These remarks had,
however, an exactly opposite effect to that which Genji
intended.

Then there was Prince Higekuro. He had always seemed
to be a steady-going, capable fellow, successful in everything
he undertook. But glancing at his letters Genji feared
that upon the hill of Love, where, let it be remembered,
even Confucius stumbled,1 this wise prince too might
easily find his undoing. By far the most elegant letter in
the whole collection was one written on very dark blue
Chinese paper, heavily perfumed with some delicious scent.
It was folded up very small, and Genji, whose curiosity
would have been aroused by this fact alone, now spread it
out, displaying the poem: * Of my love perchance you
know not, for like a stream that is buried under the ground,
a moment it springs into the sunlight; then sinks into the
cavern whence it sprang.1

It was very well written, in a hand which combined fanci-
ful originality with adherence to the latest fashions, * Who
wrote this ?' he asked; but he received only the vaguest
replies. Ukon had now joined them and addressing her,
Genji said : * I want you to give your mistress some guidance
in the answering of such letters of this kind as may in future
arrive. For the unfortunate situations which sometimes
result from our present freedom of manners we men are not
always to blame. It often happens that a little timely
severity on the lady's part would avert the quandaries
into which we are led by our determination to treat love
as our principal pastime and distraction. At the time
(who should know it better than I ?) such severity is of course
resented by the gentleman, who will rail in the accepted

1 The married life of Confucius, like that of Socrates, was very unhappy.